THE FIELD OF MAY.                      149
Then the Emperor descended from the throne, and throwing off his mantle, he places himself on the first step of the pyramidal platform which stands in the middle   of   the  Champ-de-Mars.     " Soldiers  of  the National Guard of the Empire," he says, " Soldiers of the army and navy, I confide to you the imperial eagle of the national colors.    Swear to defend it with your blood against the enemies of the  fatherland. Swear to die rather than suffer strangers to make laws for the fatherland."    A formidable cry arises: " We  swear it! "     Deputations from the different departments commence filing past.   To those from the Vosges, Napoleon says:  "You are my old companions "; to those from the Rhine: " You have been the first, the most courageous, and the most unfortunate in our disasters " ; to the departments of the Rhone: "I was brought up among you";   and to others: "Your phalanxes were at Rivoli, at Arcole, at Ma-rengo, at Austerlitz."    The ceremony becomes really grand, for the army has retained all its prestige.  Here is the Imperial Guard marching by.  " Soldiers of the Old Guard!" cries Napoleon, "swear to surpass yourselves in the coming campaign.   Swear, all of you, to perish rather than suffer the foreigner to dictate laws to our country,"    In a time of apostasies and perjuries, these men will keep their oath.    They will not conquer; they will die.
The solemnity is over. It has been more like a funeral than a fSte. The bands have been as noisy as ever, but there has been nothing joyous in their